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allowed his amused glance to travel over the grand
stand.
But all eyes were now fixed on the course, where
the runners were already filing out for the canter past.
The Rajah's filly led off, going very freely and looking
welL No hint of lameness there! Next came Bidusta,
the third favourite, a small delicate roan, whose
handling by his jockey came in for adverse comment.
The big bay owned by the Chinese kongsi was very
well liked. Sambal passed in dead silence. And then
from the paddock there suddenly came the sound of
cheering, deepening very quickly into an excited
roar.
Twenty yards behind the last entrant, sweeping
grandly down the course, there cantered into view a
magnificent chestnut, a horse obviously in a different
class from those which had gone before.
" Now, Mr M'WhizzIe, before it's too late/' chaffed
the old lady. " Only a pony! Just an even pony!"
"Old Joke!" muttered a hundred voices. '"Old
Joke!"
" Good Lord 1 " ejaculated Mr Templeton, his eyes
Starting. " How's he got here? I never knew-----!"
He half rose in his seat, his race-glasses glued to
his eyes.
"Who is that on him?" he demanded. "I don't
seem to know him."
"Podd, of course," said Mrs Nixon. "Your best
jockey. Mr Podd of Borneo."
The big chestnut was opposite the stand. As he
cantered by, the jockey, his yellow jacket swelling in
the breeze, turned and gave those on the stand a